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Brokenlights 


Author's Notes: 

Short, last-minute, self-indulgent and something I've been wanting to write since | first scrolled through the 
prompts list. | hope you enjoy it! | didn't manage to squeeze a threesome in anywhere, but I'm pretty happy 
with it anyway. | might write more of it when | have the time. 


There's something intoxicating about him. I'm not sure what it is, but one look and I'm caught, like a fish on a 
line. He does it to everyone, leaves them staring after him like there's nothing else to the world but that 
magnetic pull of his. Most of the time he doesn't even seem to realize that he's doing it, but I've come to 
know him too well for that. There's a light in his eyes right before it happens, and then he draws you in like a 
moth to a flame. | don't try very hard to resist it anymore, I'm not sure if | even want to. If he feels like it, 
he can make that flame burn you alive, then bring you back with nothing but a smile. Its addicting, intoxicating, 
terrifying but so fucking good. 


He has this way of looking at you that makes you feel like you're under a microscope with every little detail of 
who you are laid bare for him to see. He's doing it right now. | can feel those eyes of his burning holes in my 


back, if | turn around and meet his gaze I'll be gone. Its probably a bad idea to let myself get dragged in again, 


knowing that I'll end up being left alone and dying for more like a junkie needing a fix. | don't really give a damn 
any more. When | sit down next to him at his table hidden away in a corner of the pub, he's smirking. If you 
have ever spent any time in his company you know the look. The one that makes my common sense beg for 
me to leave him and his wordless promises and run for the hills as fast as these legs of mine can carry me. | 


don't listen much to my common sense. 
"Took you long enough. | got here fifteen minutes ago." 


Was it really that quick? It had felt like hours when | was sitting at the bar feeling his eyes boring into the 
back of my skull. That damn smirk of his tells me that he knows exactly what I'm thinking. He takes a swig of 
his beer and asks a question of some sort. | answer without really paying any attention to what I'm saying, we 
both know that the small talk is just a ruse. People have started filtering out, and he slips me a card before 
slipping away into the night along with them. It's a room key for a hotel just down the road, and there's a 
room number written on it. I'll be seeing him later, we both know that. He wouldn't let me get away with 


anything else. 


| hold out another fifteen minutes or so before | make my way to the hotel. It isn't the one I'm staying at, so | 
won't be able to sneak back to my own room after. It may have been on purpose, another of his little games, 
but | feel I'm giving him too much credit there. He does what he likes without paying any mind to what | do, 
and I'm just along for the ride. 


When | let myself into his hotel room, it's dark. The lights of the city cast a sliver of light through a crack in 
the curtains, but the rest of the room is thrown deep into shadow. There is a dark figure on the bed, 
features set in dramatic relief. His shirt is missing, long auburn curls cascading down the powerful muscles of 
his back and his usually warm brown eyes stained cold and black in the half-light. | feel like I'm in a trance 
when | walk towards him, toeing off my socks and shoes as | go. His face is blank and expressionless, looking 
straight through me without seeing me. He doesn't speak much, during these nights. 


The moment I'm within his reach, | find myself roughly pulled to the bed. In swift, economical movements, l'm 
stripped of my clothes and pinned to the bed, gasping for breath. He hasn't taken off his jeans. My face is 
pressed to the pillow, his breath washing over my ear. 


"You never fuckin’ learn, do you Markus?" 


"If this is what it gets me, why would | want to?" 


